The Miracle Man by Bukowski, Charles
going to take 
a
ten minute break 
he goes
back to the men's
room
enters
a toilet booth 
bolts the door 
sits down 






people at the tables 
eating, drinking and 
are glad 
he isn't there 
either
this is
the way it goes 
almost everywhere 
with everybody and 
everything 
as fiercely 





about 4 blocks north
and 2 south




















"I like this 
guy," I tell Linda, 
"I'd sure like to 
see him, you know, 
what he looks 
like."
"I've seen him," 
says Linda.
"yeah? yeah? how? 
when?"
"twice. and each time 
it was the same. he 
was just sitting in 
his window and he 
had his hat on and 
pulled down low 
over his eyes."





to see him 
but
I never do. 
anyhow, 
for me
he's the salvation 
of this neighborhood.
it's when people 
all
get the same 
that 
it gets 
useless
and
here's 
this saint 
without 
a
name.
35
